Ey  the  year  2027  Nations  had  executed  every  possible  intervention  to  reduce  the 
Greenhouse  Gases  in  the  atmosphere  of  the  earth.  This  had  met  with  a  level  of  success  hut 
it  had  taken  too  long  to  convince  the  nations  of  the  world  to  get  together  in  this  effort  so  it 
soon  became  apparent  that  these  efforts,  alone,  would  not  be  enough  to  stop  climate 
change  from  making  the  world  uninhabitable  for  human  beings.  More  needed  to  be  done 
but,  short  of  extremely  drastic  actions,  there  simply  wasn’t  any  viable  options  left  to 
reduce  the  carbon  emissions  into  the  atmosphere.  Scientists,  all  over  the  world,  agreed 
that  the  main  culprit  that  had  to  be  addressed  was  the  over-population  of  the  human  race. 
Human  beings  and  their  activities  where  the  major  source  of  carbon  buildup  and  unless 
the  number  of  people  creating  this  threat  where  reduced  the  entire  human  race  would  be 
wiped  out  in  a  matter  of  a  few  decades. 


It  was  in  this  desperate  mood  of  panic  that  the  United  Nations  gathered  in  the  Hagg  and 
decided  that  the  only  fair  and  effective  solution  to  this  threat  was  to  pass  an  international 
law  requiring  every  country  to  cull  their  populations  by  33%.  This  would,  it  was  felt,  create 
a  sufficient  reduction  in  carbon  output  to  ensure  a  stabilization  of  the  atmosphere  and 
stop  the  rise  in  worldwide  temperatures.  As  all  the  nations  of  the  world  were  now 
experiencing  the  horrendous  consequences  of  climate  change  an  agreement  was  reached 
that  all  the  countries  of  the  world  would  abide  by  this  law7.  And  so  International  law7  #241 
w'as  passed  to  legalize  mandatory  execution  of  citizens  in  each  jurisdiction. 

By  now,  however,  it  was  clear  that  this  alone  would  not  ensure  the  survival  of  the  human 
race.  In  the  effort  to  reduce  carbon  pollution,  fanning  practices  had  to  be  devolved  from  a 
less  industrial  process.  No  tractors  could  be  used  to  work  the  land  and  no  heavy 
equipment  was  allow7ed  in  the  harvesting  process.  Meat  production  had  also  been  severely 
curtailed  and  fertilizers  ,  herbicides  and  pesticides  had  to  be  outlawed.  What  all  of  this 
meant  was  that  food  production  had  be  reduced  substantially,  to  the  point  that  not  enough 
food  was  able  to  be  produced  to  feed  even  the  reduced,  world  population  after  the  culling 
had  been  carried  out. 


Fortunately,  some  enterprising  young  scientist  suggested  a  solution  that  would  solve  this 
problem,  without  a  further  culling  of  the  human  race.  Since  they  where  killing  offlarge 
numbers  of  people,  anyway,  why  not  process  the  flesh  of  the  unwanted  human  beings  and 
utilize  them  as  food  for  the  remaining  human  beings.  The  operation  of  the  cull  could  be 
carried  out,  gradually,  over  the  decades  to  create  a  constant  supply  of  fresh  meat  to  be 
consumed.  Added  to  the,  now,  reduced  quantities  of  agricultural  produce  it  would  make 
up  for  lost  production,  ensuring  that  there  would  be  no  starvation. 

Naturally,  this  was  not  an  easy  decision  to 
come  to  but  each  government  realized  the 
extreme  threat  that  climate  change  posed  and 
decided  that  some  surviving  human  beings  was 
better  than  no  surviving  human  beings.  So 
international  #242  was  passed,  not  only 
declaring  that  cannibalism  was  no  longer  a 
crime  but  perfectly  legal  and  not  only 
acceptable  but  required  by  every  living  citizen. 

Most  countries  handled  the  culling  procedure 

by  holding  a  monthly  draw,  like  a  draft,  in  which 
men,  women,  and  even  children  where  selected  to 
be  butchered  for  their  meat.  As  women  where  the 
only  sex  that  could  bare  offspring,  it  was  decided 
that  they  should  make  up  the  lying  portion  of 
human  beings  to  be  selected  for  meat.  This  added 
and  extra  lair  of  population  control.  Also,  only 
people  below  the  age  of  30  w7ould  he  entered  into 
the  draw,  as  those  over  that  age  were  considered  to 
be  less  fertile  and  less  likely  to  reproduce  offspring.  Thus  a  brand  new  industry  sprang  up 
overnight.  Meat  shops  to  the  butcher  and  process  human  beings  for  their  meat. 

In  order  to  assist  the  populations,  of  each  country,  in  accepting  this  great  sacrifice  it  was 
declared  that  nobody,  no  matter  how  rich  or  powerful  they  where,  could  abstain  from  the 
culling  drafts  or  buy  their  freedom  from  being  processed  once  they  were  chosen  to  be 
processed.  This  would  be  regulated  by  United  Nations  Meat  Inspectors  to  ensure  that 
everybody  was  equally  required  to  make  the  sacrifice  if  they  where  called  to  do  so.  Also  the 
U.N.,  rather  than  local  officials,  performed  the  draw’s  so  as  to  ,make  sure  there  was  no 


corruption  in  the  procedure. 


When  the  new  law  was  revealed  to  Americans 
there  was  an  uproar  of  condemnation  but  the 
politicians  explained  that  there  was  really  no 
other  option,  as  things  were  so  desperate,  and 
even  the  opposition  party  had  to  admit  that  it  was 
the  better  of  two  evils.  Better  to  cull  a  portion  of 
the  population  than  for  everybody  to  die.  It  was 
explained  that  the  process  would  be  fair  and 
relatively  transparent,  although  the  participants, 
who's  names  were  drawn,  would  not  he  told  until 
they  where  to  be  picked  up.  There  would  be  a 
complaints  bureau  to  ensure  that  no  mistakes 
w  ere,  accidentally,  made  but  once  a  citizen's 
name  was  drawn,  the  decision  would  be  final  and 
irreversible.  All  that  remained  to  be  done  was  to 
find  people  who  were  willing  to  butcher  their 
fellow  human  beings. 

Uncle  Phillip  was  an  extremely  enterprising  man  in  his  mid-forties.  He  already  operated 
an  small,  community  butcher  shop  and  right  away  he  saw  the  potential  to  increase  his 
income  by  taking  up  the  career  of  slaughtering  people.  He  was  not,  in  the  least,  squeamish 
nor  a  particularly  moral  man.  He  could  see  that  folks  willing  to  butcher  their  fellow 
citizens  would  be  hard  to  come  by  and  would  likely  make  a  premium  income  so  right- 
away,  he  signed  up  to  convert  his  little  butcher  shop  into  a  local  human  meat  shop.  His 
family  was  somewhat  horrified  at  his  eagerness  to  take  up  such  a  career,  but  in  time,  they 
would  see  the  wisdom  of  his  choice.  Phillip  did  his  homework  and  studied  any  and  all 
available  literature  that  would  tell  his  the  best  ways  to  go  about  killing  people  for  their 
meat  and  what  tools  that  he  ought  to  acquire  to  make  the  process  as  efficient  as  possible. 


Being  the  only  local  meat  shop  operator  in  the  neighborhood 
meant  that  he  had  the  market  cornered,  when  it  came  to 
selling  most  meat  in  the  area.  Everybody  came  to  him  for 
their,  shall  we  say,  protein  products.  This  made  him 
somewhat  popular,  in  the  area,  but  it  also  came  with  an 
added  level  of  stress.  On  the  odd  occasion,  when  a  local 
family  was  called  upon  to  offer  up  a  son,  daughter,  husband 
or  wife,  it  fell  to  him  to  butcher  them  in  spite  of  the  pleas  by 
the  carcass’s  family  members  for  mercy.  He  would  tell  them 
that  it  wasn’t  up  to  him.  It  was  law  and  he  was  required  to  do 
his  duty  but,  unsurprisingly,  this  did  little  to  ease  the  sorrow 
of  the  remaining  family  members  or  sooth  their  anger  with 
him  for  carrying  out  the  deed.  The  first  few  times  that  he  had 
to  do  this,  was  very  har  d,  but  with  each  occasion  her  grew" 

more  pragmatic  and  determined  that  he  had  chosen  his  profession  and  he  would  carry  out 
his  tasks  as  required  by  law. 


It  didn’t  take  long,  however,  before  the  temptation  presented  itself  to  cheat,  just  a  little,  for 


It  didn’t  take  long,  however,  before  the  temptation  presented  itself  to  cheat,  just  a  little,  for 
a  substantial  profit.  Up  town,  there  was  a  very  ritzy  restaurant  called  Chez  La  Nourriture  that 
often  bought  meat  from  him.  They  catered  to  the  very  wealthy,  whom  demanded  only  the 
best  cuts  of  meat.  They  would  buy  the  carcasses  of  only  the  healthiest,  young  women.  They 
would  not  pay  for  adult  male  flesh,  although  they  would  accept  the  meat  of  plump  young 

children.  For  these  tender  morsels,  they 
were  willing  to  pay  a  premium  price. 
Phillip  saw  them  as  a  preferred 
customer  as  he  could  make  a  killing 
selling  to  them.  It  was  perfectly  legal  to 
reserve  the  best  meat  for  a  preferred 
customer,  so  long  as  the  rest  of  the 
neighborhood  was  able  to  acquire 
enough  meat  to  full-fill  their  needs.  If 
the  locals  didn’t  like  the  quality  of  the 
meat  they  bought,  in  his  shop,  they 
could  shop  elsewhere.  Few  even 
realized  that  the  meat  they  where 
buying  wasn’t  A’  Grade 


Chez  La  Nourriture  had,  however,  a  dark 
secret.  Some  of  their  VERY  wealthy 
customers,  preferred  their  meat  to  be  a  little 
fresher  than  usual.  That  is  to  say  that  they 
demanded  that  their  food  be  served  to  them 
absolutely  fresh  or,  in  other  words,  alive! 

According  to  the  letter  of  the  law,  this  was 
completely  illegal.  Society,  might  be  wiling  to 
give  up  the  lives  of  their  loved  ones  in  order  to 
save  humanity  but  it  would  be  extremely 
unlikely  that  they  would  agree  to  allow  their 
women  and  children  to  suffer  a  slo  w,  brutal  death  for  the  sake  of  the  pleasure  of  a  bunch  of 
millionaires.  The  U.N.’s  strict  regulators  saw  to  it  that  the  sellers  of  live  meat  were  strictly 
punished.  Well...  that  is  to  say,  most  of  the  regulators  would  not  abide  by  such  behavior. 
Now7  and  then,  however,  the  occasional  United  Nations  Meat  Inspector  might  be  willing  to 
turn  a  blind  eye  to  a  few  minor  infractions,  if  the  price  was  right.  Chez  La  Nourriture  was  a 


turn  a  blind  eye  to  a  few  minor  infractions,  if  the  price  was  right.  Chez  La  Nourriture  was  a 
very  profitable  company  and  this  was  especially  so  because  of  their  most  wealth  clients, 
who  ate  regularly  and  and  paid  outrageous  amounts  of  money  for  their  meals.  In  turn, 
Chez  La  Nourriture  was  more  then  willing  to  pay  an  extreme  premium  for  fresh,  live  meat. 
A  single  young  woman  or  child  might  be  worth  ten  times  the  price  of  a  premium  carcass  if 
it  was  of  high  enough  quality  and  live. 

Even  so,  it  was  very  difficult  to  locate  a  Meat  Shop  who’s  owner  was  willing  to  risk  dealing 
outside  of  the  law.  Phillip  would  have  never  even  considered  doing  so,  when  they  came  to 
him  with  their  offer,  if  they  hadn't  presented  him  his  indisputable  evidence  that  the  local 
U.N.  Meat  Inspector  was  reliably  on  their  payroll.  With  that  minor  detail  revealed, 

Phillip’s  pragmatism  took  over  and  he  saw  the  opportunity  of  a  life  time.  Once  a  human 
carcass  entered  his  shop,  they  ware  never  seen  again.  Only  the  U.N.  Meat  Inspector  saw 
them  before  they  were  butchered  and  this  one  was  on  the  take  so  that  was  not  a  problem. 
When  Chez  La  Nourriture’s  panel  truck  came,  each  day,  to  pick  up  their  routine  purchase 
of  meats,  the  live  carcass  would  be  loaded,  via  the  internal  loading  doc,  and  betaken  away 
to  the  restaurant.  What  happened  to  the  carcass,  after  that,  was  none  of  Phillip’s  concern. 
Sure,  it  bothered  him,  the  first  few  times  he  sent  a  poor,  unfortunate,  young  child  or 
woman  off  to  be  handled  GOD  KNOWS  HOW  but  that  carcass  was  just  going  to  die 
anyway  and  each  of  these  transactions  made  him  notably  more  wealthy.  Why  should  he 
care  what  happened  to  these  meat-lings. 

Everything  was  going  just  swell.  He  had  been  serving  the  local  populous  in  his  current 
capacity  for  over  three  years,  now%  and  he  had  long  since  gotten  over  the  difficulties  that 
came  with  his  work.  That  is,  until  to  day.  This  mor  ning  he  received  the  list  of  local 
carcass’s  from  the  U.N.  Meat  Inspector.  Usually  there  might  be  one  or  two  folks,  from  the 
local  area,  over  the  span  of  a  w  eek.  Today  there  was  the  name  of  a  young  woman  from  the 
neighborhood.  Most  of  the  carcasses,  that  he  butchered,  arrived  via  a  meat  truck  from  all 
over  the  city  and  surrounding  areas.  It  was,  howaver,  his  responsibility  to  collect  the  local 
carcasses  and  so  it  wTas  his  job  to  go  and  pick  up  this  young  lady.  The  only  problem  was 
that  she  was  one  of  his  young  nieces.  Julie  Penimore,  was  the  daughter  of  his  oldest  sister, 
Teresa.  This  presented  a  unique  problem.  Somehow7,  he  had  never  considered  the 
likelihood  that  he  would  have  to  kill  a  member  of  his  own  family.  He  often  dropped  in  on 
his  sister  and  they  got  along  quite  well.  Her  daughter,  Julie  was  twenty-three  years  old  and 
was  attending  university,  in  the  city,  studying  to  become  a  nurse.  He  had  helped  Teresa,  to 
send  her  daughter  to  the  university  with  a  substantial  lone,  not  that  that  was  any  great 


was  attending  university,  in  the  city,  studying  to  become  a  nurse.  He  had  helped  Teresa,  to 
send  her  daughter  to  the  university  with  a  substantial  lone,  not  that  that  was  any  great 
lose.  He  could  easily  afford  to  lose  that  money  and  still  be  doing  quite  well,  thank  you,  but 
that  was  a  family  hot-potato.  If  he  butchered  his  niece  it  would  be  unlikely  that  Teresa,  or 
any  of  the  other  members  of  his  family,  would  ever  speak  to  him  again.  What  was  worse, 
he  was  actually  quite  fond  of  Julie.  She  was  a  lowly  girl  w  ith  a  charming  and  friendly 
personality.  He  had  butchered  other  women  like  this  before,  but  they  weren’t  relatives  of 
his.  What  was  he  to  do? 

Phillip  knewT  that  he  had  little  choice.  By  law  he  was  required  to  collect...  and  process  his 
niece  for  her  meat.  He  could  try  to  bribe  the  Meat  Inspector,  that  might  work,  but  there 
was  also  the  United  Nations  Draft  Regulator  and  it  would  be  impossible  to  bribe  him. 

No...,  he  wuuld  HAVE  to  butcher  his  niece.  Be  damned  with  the  family.  It  wasn’t  like  he 
had  any  choice,  after  all!  Still  fuming  over  his  conundrum,  he  climbed  into  his  meat  truck 
and  struck  out  across  town  towards  his  nieces  apartment  block. 

It  would  have  been  best  if  she  had  been  alone  at  the  time.  It  was  early  morning,  after  all, 
she  ought  to  have  been  asleep  in  bed  but,  unfortunately  she  had  company.  Her  boyfriend 
had  arrived  the  night  before  and  he  had  stayed  overnight.  When  Phillip  burst  into  her 
apartment,  he  found  the  two  of  them  naked  in  bed.  He  was  nearly  as  shocked  as  they 
where.  Thinking  about  it,  it  shouldn’t  have  been  such  a  surprise  to  find  the  two  sleeping 
together  but,  somehow  he  just  couldn’t  imagine  this  lovely  you  girl,  whom  he  had  watched 
grow  up,  as  a  fully  active  woman.  He  just  couldn’t  believe  that  she  was  old  enough  to  be 
having  sex  with  a  grown  man.  It  was  bad  enough  that  he  had  to  take  her  away  to  be 
butchered.  Did  she  have  to  he  lying  naked  with  this  bastard  at  the  time,  as  well?  There  was 
no  time  to  think  about  it.  Speed  wTas  his  best  asset.  He  grabbed  Julie  by  her  long  blond  hair 
and  dragged  her  out  of  the  her  bed  and  across  the  apartment  and  out 
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the  door  into  the  hallway.  As  They  trans  versed  the  hall  towards  the  elevator,  they  passed  a 
couple  of  Julie’s  neighbors.  It  must  have  been  quite  a  sight,  as  this  huge  man,  in  a  bloody 
apron,  dragged  a  twenty-some  year  old  girl,  stark  naked,  down  the  hall  while  a  nude  man 
stood  in  her  apartment  doorway  too  stunned  to  even  think  of  intervening  on  Julie’s  behalf. 

Down  the  elevator,  they  went,  and  at  the  ground  floor,  he  dragged  out  to  the  truck,  by  hair, 
and  roughly  tossed  her  in  the  back  of  the  panel  van  and  closed  and  locked  the  door.  He 
was  purposely  abrupt  with  her.  It  was  bad  enough,  how  this  day  wTas  going,  he  didn’t  dare 
think  about  poor  Julie.  She  was  just  a  another  carcass  of  meat.  That’s  all  this  was.  Another 
meat  pickup.  He  had  done  this  dozens  of  times  before.  He  was  just  doing  his  job.  Julie  was 
just  going  to  have  to  come  to  the  realization  that  there  wrere  no  exceptions  to  the  meat 
laws. 


Up  to  this  point,  Julie  was  still  in  a  state  of  shock.  She  could  not  understand  why  her  uncle 
was  doing  this.  What  had  she  done  that  deserved  such  abuse  and  humiliation.  It  had  not, 
as  yet,  dawned  upon  her  that  she  was  on  her  wTay  to  becoming  a  slab  of  meat.  That  was 
simply  beyond  imagining  to  her.  In  all  fairness,  it  is  always  beyond  the  comprehension  of 
any  of  the  meat  carcasses  when  they  are  first  picked  up.  As  soon  as  the  doors  of  the  meat 
truck  opened  wide,  again,  she  got  a  good  glance  of  Uncle  Phillips  Meat  Shop  and,  all  of  a 
sudden  she  knew,  without  a  doubt,  what  Uncle  Phillip  had  planned  for  her.  It  all  came  into 
her  mind  like  a  sudden  flash  of  lightning.  Uncle  Phillip  was  going  to  butcher  her.  He 
couldn't!  Not  her!  Somehow  she  imagined  that  it  she  was  somehow  different  from  all  of 
the  young  women  who  had  entered  the  back  doors  of  Unde  Philip's  Meat  Shop,  never  to 
see  the  outside  of  those  wnlls  again.  But  she  was  his  own  niece!  Surely  he  didn't  want  to 
butcher  her!  It  was  as  if  she  really  believed  that  the  decision  was  always  Phillip's  to  make. 

Phillip  dragged  her  into  the  building  and  over  to  the  meat  locker.  Opening  the  heavy  steal 
door,  he  threw  her  head  over  heals  into  the  small,  square  room.  At  the  moment,  it  was 
empty,  save  for  her.  The  city  meat  would  arrive  with  the  resat  of  the  carcasses  in  another 
hour.  Julie  began  to  plead  for  her  life,  but  Phillip  slammed  to  door  shut  upon  her,  locking 
within  the  meat  locker.  The  last  thing  he  wanted  to  do  wTas  listen  to  her  whining.  He 
wandered  into  his  office  and  sat  down  at  his  desk  and  tried  to  block  all  of  his  thoughts 
from  his  mind. 

It  happened  even  sooner  than  he  expected.  The  phone  rang  with  a  strange,  almost  urgent 
sound.  He  glanced  down  at  the  caller  identification  screen.  He  didn’t  really  have  to.  He 
knew  who  it  had  to  be.  It  was  Teresa's  phone  number.  No  doubt  she  was  calling  to  plead 
with  him  as  well.  Should  he  pick  it  up?  What  was  he  going  to  tell  her?  That  he  had  no 
choice?  That  he  wus  going  to  slit  her  little  girls  throat  and  slice  her  up  into  rump  roast 
skinless  breast  meat  and  cunt  stake?  What  did  she  expect  from  him?  He  was  butcher.  It  is 
what  he  does.  His  hands  trembles  as  he  reached  for  the  receiver,  but  at  the  last  minute  he 
heard  a  truck  pull  into  yard.  The  city  meat  truck  was  here.  There  was  no  time  to  talk  right 
now.  He  had  a  load  of  live  meat  carcasses  to  unload  and  put  into  the  meat  locker.  Teresa 
would  just  have  to  wait.  Maybe,  if  he  was  lucky,  she  wouldn't  get  down  here  until  after  he 
had  finished  with  Julie. 


The  City  Meat  Truck  backed  up  to  the 
internal  loading  dock  and  the  driver 
hoped  out,  holding  a  clipboard  with  a 
piece  of  paper  denoting  the  names  of  all 
the  men,  women  and  children  in  the 
truck.  He  flung  the  truck  doors  open  and 
entered  the  back  of  the  box,  coming  out 
with  a  girl  who  couldn't  have  been  more 
than  ten  years  old,  slung  over  his 
shoulder.  Her  face  was  streaked  from 
her  tears,.  Clearly  she  knew  why  she  was 
here.  Still  it  was  a  relief,  for  Phillip  to  see  her  .  She  was  nobody  to  him.  He  would  feel  little 
to  nothing  as  he  slit  HER  throat.  Just  as  he  would  for  all  of  the  rest  of  these  people.  He  had 
butchered  so  many  folks  that  they  were  all  just  carcasses  to  him.  If  only  he  could  feel  that 
wray  about  Julie.  One  by  one  the  contents  of  the  truck  where  carried  into  the  meat  locker 
and  carelessly  deposited  on  the  cold  concrete  floor.  Julie,  kept  trying  to  get  her  uncle’s 
attention  but  Philip  purposely  chose  to  ignore  her  pleas.  The  city  driver  noticed  the 
luscious  young  lady  and  commented,  “Who’s  she?  God,  Td  like  to  fuck  that  little  piece  of 
snatch!” 


“Never  mind  who  she  is!",  growled  Philip,  greatly  peeved  at  the 
driver’s  sexifying  his  little  niece,  “just  unload  your  shipment 
and  get  the  hell  out  of  here.  O.K?” 

The  driver  could  plainly  see  what  a  bad  mood  Phillip  was  in. 
:O.K.,  O.K.. .  just  sign  the  receipt.. ,  I  don't  see  what  the  big  deal 
is.  You’re  just  chop  her  up  into  hamburger  anyway.  Don't  see 
any  harm  in  a  roll  in  the  hay  before  you  finish  her  off.  It’s  not 
like  anybody  will  know,  is  it?” 


Phillip  took  the  clipboard  and  scratched  his  name  across  the 

dotted  line  and  lamed  the  clipboard  back  against  the  driver's  chest.  “FUCK  OFF  out  of  here 
and  go  FUCK  YOURSELF!  It’s  a  serious  crime  to  tamper  with  the  pubhc  meat.” 


“O.K...  O.K!  I  get  the  message,  but  I  bet  you’ve  tampered  with  more  than  your  fair  share  of 
the  public  Meat.”  Then  he  dashed  out  the  door  and  climbed  into  his  truck  as  if  he  was 


Now  Phillip  stared  at  the  locker  door.  He  should  do  her  first!  After  all..., 
it  would  be  easier  to  deal  with  Teresa  if  Julie  was  already  a  slab  of  meat. 
Still  he  couldn't  bring  himself  to  butcher  her  right  off  the  bat.  It  would 
have  been  kinder  to  her  he  knew,  if  he  did.  Better  she  didn't  have  to  wait 
for  her  turn  to  die.  Still,  when  he  went  in  the  locker,  it  was  the  ten-year- 
old  he  chose  first.  He  grasped  her  by  her  waist,  with  his  left  arm  and 
reached  around  with  his  right  hand,  holding  the  knife  and  slid  it 
smoothly  across  her  throat  with  a  natural  ease.  The  child  let  out  a  shriek 
that  quickly  turned  into  a  gurgling  fountain  of  bubbling  blood.  He  felt  his 
pant-leg  grow  wet  as  she  pissed  all  over  his  left  thigh.  It  wasn't  her  fault, 
they  almost  always  pissed  them  selves  in  their  last  seconds  of  life. 
Seconds?  Did  they  really  only  live  for  a 
few  seconds  as  their  knees  buckled  and  they  slumped  to 
the  floor?  How  long  were  they  actually  aware  of  their  fate 
once  their  throats  had  been  slit?  What  did  it  matter?  If 
she  wasn't  dead  already,  she  soon  would  be.  Then  all  of 
this  would  be  forgotten.  Julie  had  been  crying  for  mercy 
right  up  to  the  meant  that  her  uncle  slit  that  little  girl’s 
throat.  Then  with  a  gasp  of  horror,  she  knew  that  she 
could  not  expect  any  pity  from  a  man  who  could  kill  an 
innocent  child  with  such  practiced  ease. 


In  spite  of  the  fact  that  he  knew  he  should  do 
Julie  as  soon  as  possible,  he  kept  putting  the  deed 
off  as,  one  by  one,  he  slit  the  other  meat-ling’s 
throats.  One  young  woman  was  putting  up  quite 
a  struggle  and  Phillip,  instinctively  resorted  to  his 
usual  method  of  settling  her  down.  He  pulled  his 
cock  out  of  his  trousers  and  from  beneath  his 
apron  and  shoved  it  up  her  asshole.  She  let  out  a 
shriek  of  pain  and  wiggled  her  ass,  frantically,  but 
with  a  few^  good  hard  strokes,  up  her  shit  shut, 
the  woman  quickly  was  over  whelmed  and  Phillip 
slid  the  blade  of  his  knife  across  her  throat.  As 
the  fountain  of  blood  spurted  from  the  long, 


narrow  opening  in  her  gullet,  he  felt  her  anus, 
the  shaft  of  his  cock  a  couple  of  frantic  squeezes  and 
with  one  last,  week  contraction  she  fell  to  her  knees  at 
this  feet,  as  his  prick  slipped  from  her  relaxed  asshole. 
Well...  that  one  only  took  about  ten  seconds  to  die, 
that  was  for  sure.  Suddenly  he  remembered  that  his 
niece  was  right  there,  in  the  meat  locker,  with  him. 
She  was  staring,  in  horror,  at  her  uncles  ridged  cock 
lying,  erect,  over  the  woman’s  right  shoulder,  resting 
against  her  right  cheek.  OH  MY  GOD!  He  just  raped  that  woman,  up  the  ass,  and  then 
killed  her.  Was  he  going  to  rape  her 
too? !?  Philip  blushed  deeply,  as  he 
stuffed  his  penis  beneath  his  apron  and 
back  into  his  fly.  Shit!  He  didn’t  mean 
for  her  to  see  him  do  that!  He  took  an 
awkward  step  towards  her.  July  leaped 
back  against  the  back  wall  of  the  locker 
sobbing,  “No!  Please  don’t  do  me  like 
that!  Please!  I  don’t  want  to  die...  like 
that...” 

Phillip  felt  horrible.  He  didn’t  want  to  to  be  so  afraid,  in  the  end.  “No  honey!  I  wouldn’t... 
Please  don’t  afraid.  It’ll  only  make  it  harder  for  you.  I  m  so  sony !  I  wish...”,  What. ..  what 
could  he  say  that  would  make  any  difference  now.  He  should  just  finish  the  deed  and  get  it 
over  with...  He  moved  forward  grasping  the  knife  with  a  new’  sentiment  of  conviction.  He 
knew,  now7  what  needed  to  be  done.  Then  he  heard  a  door  slam. 

“Anybody  here!”,  came  the  call.  Philip  dreaded  that  it  would  be  Teresa,  but  right  away  he 
recognized  that  voice.  It  was  the  meat  buyer  from  Chez  La  Nouiriture.  It  was  an 
unexpected  break  and  he  was  glad  for  it.  As  much  as  he  knew7  that  prolonging  Julies  life, 
any  longer,  was  just  being  cruel,  he  desperately  needed  an  excuse  to  put  the  task  off. 

“I’m  in  the  Meat  Locker!”,  He  shouted,  “I’ll  be  out  in  a  second."  As  he  reached  for  the  door 
handle,  it  flung  open  all  by  itself,  and  there  stood  Daniel  Cortez. 


“Oh.  I  see  you’ve  just  finished  dealing  with  the 
latest  shipment.  That’s  good,  I  would  like  to 
pickup  a  few  choice  morsels  for  the  evening’s... 
Say!  What  have  we  got  here.  My...  that's  a  real 
piece  of  quality  flesh...” 

“Oh  no!”,  stammered  Phillip,  “this  one  hasn’t 
been  finished  yet.  I  was  just  about  to...” 

“No!”  Daniel  interrupted,  This  is  just  what 
we’re  looking  for.  I  have  just  the  customer  for 
this  young  lady.  She  likes  a  rather  substantial 
meal,  carcass  intact  and  absolutely  fresh.  This 
one’s  just  what  the  doctor  ordered.  Sweet,  well 
developed  and  fully  grown.  Yes  Ill  happily  take 
this  one  off  your  hands  as  per  our  usual 
arrangement. 

Phillip’s  jaw7  almost  dropped  to  the  floor.  This  was  a  disaster  of  unconscionable 
proportions.  “NO!  I  mean....  I  can’t  sell  her  live!  She’s....  already  been  spoken  for.  You  see 
one  of  my  regular  customers  requested..." 

“Come  now!  Are  you  kidding  me!  No,  of  course  not.  Your  holding  out  for  a  better  price. 
Well. ..  I  guess...  she  is  a  very  high  grade  piece  of  meat  and  my  customer  would  never 
forgive  me  if  she  thought  I  let  this  one  off  the  hook.  I’ll  tell  you  what.  I’ll  give  you  double 
the  regular  price  for  her.  Now  you  can’t  turn  that  down  can  you?”  Daniel  was  grinning  like 
a  banshee.  Phillip  couldn’t  believe  the  offer.  He  could  get  rich  in  on  sale.  But  his  own 
niece?  Well  why  not  she  was  going  to  have  to  be  eaten  by  somebody.  It  might  as  well  be 
someone  who  would  be  willing  to  pay  a  premium  price  for  her.  At  least  she  would  be 
appropriately  appreciated  for  her  meat.  And  he  wouldn't  have  to  kill  her.  But  how7  would 
she  die?  Would  she  suffer  unnecessarily.  Well  surely  they’d  have  to  kill  her  at  some  point 
before  she  was  eaten.  The  truth  was  he  had  never  really  inquired  what  they  actually  did 
with  the  live  they7  purchased.  It  never  actually  occurred  to  him  that  these  women  would  be 
eaten  alive.  That  would  be  impossible,  after  all. 


“Well...  I  guess,  if  you  put  it  that  wTay.”  Somehow  Phillip  knew  that  he  really  shouldn’t  sell 


his  niece  to  this  man  for  whatever  he  had  in  mind,  but  a  profit  is  a  profit.  You  might  as 
well  make  the  best  of  a  bad  situation.  “Yes,  well  O.K.  She's  yours,  I'm  sure  I  can  find 
something  appropriate  for  my  other  customer."  would  be  interested  in  any  of  these  other 
fine  pieces  of  meat?" 


Daniel  pondered  the  selection  lying  on  the  floor.”  Well...  yes  Ill  take  that  one  and...  that 
one  and  and  the  little  one.  I  have  a  particular  customer  who  likes  his  cunt  stake  young." 
Julie  stared  in  horror  as  she  watched  this  man  man  refer  to  the  ten-year-old  as  young, 
cunt  stake. 


“No  that's  fine.  A  deal  is  a  deal...  right.”  Ill  load 
her  up  in  the  track,  along  with  the  others  and  we 
can  settle  up.”  Dragging  his  sobbing  niece  to  the 
truck  she  was  joined  by  the  recently  departed  and 
the  doors  closed  upon  her  future  AND  her  past, 
at  the  same  time. 


“Unde  Phillip!  Please  don't  sell  me  to  this  man. 
Ill  do  anything...”  sobbed  Julie. 

“Unde  Philip!”,  Daniel  looked,  in  wonder,  at  the 
butcher.  “I  SEE...  well  if  you  don’t  want  sell  her.... 
I  suppose  I  can  understand.  Naturally,  if  you 
have  something  more...  But  I  promise  that  she 
would  be  very  much  enjoyed...  but  of  course...." 
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